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Description 

December 25, 1990, Doc Hudson receives a very special, and unexpected, 'gift' at his 
door. After many trials and tribulations, and with the help of the other RS residents, he 
raises the legend that will rock the racing world forever. 


1. Pilot 


I have broken my own cardinal rule in starting closing one door 
before opening another. But this was one rule I felt I must break. This 
is the first chapter of a Cars series that I’ve been planning for quite a 
while now, much longer than I have with any other of stories. And I 
felt it was finally time for it to heard. 


I have been working on the beginning of this story on and very off 
since January. I would have gotten this out MUCH sooner had this 
leach called college got stuck to the back of neck and sucked the sheer 
life out of me. Thankfully, it should fall off around the middle of 
May:) 


But in the meantime, I wanted to know what you guys think of this 
overall chapter before this story gets off the ground 


So, without any further ado, I present Raising A Story 


Chapter 1: Pilot 
December 25, 1990 
12:57 am 


A scared and teary eyed woman was driving along the weary and 
seemingly endless route of 66. 


She had been driving for hours on end. Her destination, Los 
Angelas, California. 


But before then, she had to make a stop, somewhere. Anyway on 
this long forgotten road. 


Her only passenger in her 1960s beat up Mustang, a tiny baby boy 
with light blonde hair and sapphire blue eyes. All wrapped up and fast 
asleep in his carrier, right next to his mother. 


The mother took a glance at her sleeping little angel, then the tears 
started flowing again. 


She had never seen a child so beautiful, so innocent looking in her 
entire life. Like he was an angel sent straight from heaven, just for 
her. 


She called him her little lightning bug. Cause when she first held 


him in her arms, she felt like her heart had been struck by lightning. 


That, and because of the weird lightning bolt shaped birthmark 
above his heart. 


It might sound strange, but in her mind, she couldn’t have picked a 
better name. 


Lightning 

Lightning McQueen 

She loved her little lightning bug with all her heart. 
And yet, she couldn’t keep him. 

The woman’s new husband forbid it. 


The woman’s first husband, little Lightning’s father, was the 
woman’s soul mate. The man treated her like a queen, no pun 
intended. 


However, fate would rip the two apart via a mysterious hit and run. 
Leaving the woman a widow. 


After the devastating loss of her husband, a new man, an old family 
friend, stepped into her life. This man was kind and offered her a 
shoulder to cry on. But, he had a tendency to be very demanding, and 
possessive at times. However, always a tender heart, she found a way 
to over look this negative trait. 


The man showered her with gifts and compliments all the time and 
provided for her, and the woman’s aching heart began to heal. 


Within months of her husband’s death, the woman rewed to this 
new man. And tried to get her life back on track. 


A few weeks after their marriage, the newly weds got some very 
exciting news. 


The woman was pregnant. They couple was astatic. 
But when they learned how far she was, the mood was bitter sweet. 


The woman was approximately 3 months along. It was her 
deceased husband’s child she was carrying. 


While the woman was still joyous as ever to be carrying her 
beloved late husband’s child; the man started carrying resentment. 


He wasn’t too fond of the idea of raising another man’s child. 


Not long after they found out, the man’s behavior changed. 


He was getting cold, and distant towards the woman. And barely 
looked her in the eye anymore. 


And when the woman decided that she was going to give the baby 
her husband’s name; that was it. 


The man was furious. 


He was screaming and hitting at her. All his blows were aimed at 
her stomach, but the woman protected her child with her very life. 


After it was all said and done, she was left battered and bruised, 
but her baby was safe. 


But she didn’t know how much longer she could keep her baby 
safe. 


So, for the time being; she moved out of their home in Los Angelas, 
and moved back home to Amarillo, Texas. 


She completely dropped contact with her husband and was 
planning on divorcing him. 


Little Lightning McQueen was born on November 18, 1990. 


That was the happiest day of the woman’s life. Little Lightning was 
the spitting image of her, but she reminded the woman so much of his 
father with his blond hair and blue eyes. 


However, the woman’s happiness was short lived when she 
received a phone call from her soon-to-be ex-husband. 


He was furious that she filed for divorce. 


He kept screaming at her and threatening her. And everytime she 
hung up, it kept getting worse. 


Until he made a threat that she couldn’t possibly ignore. 


He told her that if she didn’t get back to LA as soon as she could, he 
was going to track her down and kill both her and the baby. 


But that wasn’t all he had to say, he told her to get rid of the baby. 
Or he would do it for her. 


The woman thought her heart had stopped beating at that moment. 
It might as well have, cause she felt like it was ripped right out of her 
chest. 


She loved her child, her little lightning bug, more than anyone can 
imagine. And she would have rather died than give him up. But if she 
didn’t, he was going to. They both would. 


Not knowing what else to do, she done what she had to do. For the 
good of both of them. 


She had to give up her beloved Lightning. 


So she packed up her beat up 60s Mustang with Little Lightning and 
drove and drove and drove. Until she found someone, somewhere, 
anywhere, that would take her precious baby. 


She had found herself on Route 66, somewhere near the New 
Mexico/Arizona border. 


She had been driving for hours, and the more she thought about 
giving her baby up, the more it made her sick. 


But, she knew if she didn’t comply with her husband’s order, he 
would surely kill them both. 


She was approaching a canyon and she honestly thought of driving 
off the face of it. Facing death seemed to be the easier option right 
then. At least their death would be quick, and not prolonged in the 
hand of her maniac husband. And then they can all be together in 
heaven with her first husband. 


The only thing that erased that thought from her mind was the her 
headlights beaming down on an old faded sign that said “Welcome to 
Radiator Springs”. 


Right up under it read, “A Happy Place”. 


“A happy place is just what you need, Little One,” the woman said, 
looking down at her sleeping son. 


She drove into town, it looked like an ideal small town to live and 
grow up. 


It had basically all it needed. 


A cafe/gas station, a few stores here and there, and a clinic with a 
car still parked infront of it. 


‘Perfect,’ the woman thought as she drove up to the clinic where 
the iconic 1951 Hudson Hornet was parked. 


The woman pulled over and began to write a short letter. 


Paul Doc Hudson was finishing up paper work that early Christmas 
morning. He was accustomed to staying this late at the office, and the 
holiday didn’t stifle this behavior at all. 


He never really cared for Christmas, or any holiday for that matter. 
And the only thing ‘festive’ he had in the entire clinic was a tiny 
Christmas tree on his desk that his good friend Flo gave him. 


He was about to finish up when he heard a car door slam and a 
series of frantic knocks at the front door immediate after. 


When he finally got the front door, he saw a car speeding off down 
the street; and at his feet was what appeared to be a bundle of 
blankets with a note pinned to it, just sitting at his clinic’s doorsteps. 


At first glance, he honestly wasn’t in the mood to think anything of 
it at the moment. It was late and he was too tired to be dealing with 
any pranks someone may have had in store for him. Recalling how 
fond his friend Ramone is of playing practically jokes on him. 


Until the moment he saw movement coming from beneath the 
blankets. 


“What on earth?” Doc asked with shock in his voice as he bent 
down to exam the sight. 


Doc pushed back one of the blankets, and the blood drained from 
his face. 


Beneath the blanket, was the tiny baby, little Lightning McQueen; 
his big sapphire eyes and stared at the strange man kneeling over him. 


“Oh my God!” Doc cried out as he immediately lifted up the carrier 
and took it inside the warmth of his clinic. 


Doc sat the carrier down in the middle of floor as he removed the 
blankets, momentarily disregarding the note pinned to them. 


Doc’s thoughts were racing a mile a minute. 


‘This better be some sort of joke,’ and, ‘Who in their right mind 
would leave their child on a complete stranger’s door?’ were the most 
common of those racing thoughts. 


For a moment, he honestly thought that this was some sort of 
unpractical joke. Any moment now, he was half expecting the mother, 
or driver of the car that sped off to come back any minute with a T.V. 
crew, filming their latest episode of Springer or something. 


And the other half expecting to wake up with his head still buried 
in paper work. 


He was hoping, praying that this was some sort of dream. 


But the sight before him, and the couple of self inflicted slaps to the 


face proved to him that he was in reality. 


“There has to be some sort of explanation here,” Doc said, running 
a hand through his hair and squeezing the bridge of nose. 


“The note,” Doc immediately thought, “what about the note?!” 
Doc scurried around to feel for the note pinned to the blanket. 


“To whoever it may concern,” Doc began reading quietly, skimming 
through the note. 


However, as Doc continued to skim through the note, the anger and 
frustration he felt in his heart soon gave way to sympathy and 
heartache. 


“Please, let my Lightning know that his mother didn’t abandon him. 
That I done what I thought was absolute best for him. Please, whoever 
you are, let him know that his mother loves him and will always love 
him. And please, please take good care of my little Lightning bug,” 
Doc felt a tear roll down his cheek as he concluded the note. 


The note made Doc’s heart wrench and any animosity he felt 
toward the mother instantly vanished upon finishing the note. 


His heart went out to her for suffering what she went through, and 
for having to make the painful choice that she made. 


“Don’t worry, I will,” Doc uttered. 


Doc had to catch his breath as the moment of the situation finally 
hit him. He had a child now, to take care of and love as his very own. 
Granted, he never thought of himself to be a father. It’s not that he 
didn’t want to, it’s just that he never found someone to share that joy 
with. Of raising a child. 


He had planned on settling down one day, getting married, having 
kids. But since his terrible wreck that fateful day, those plans were 
erased. 


Who would want to be with a washed up racer anyway? 
No one, and Doc painfully knew it. 


So, Doc abandoned any thoughts of having of family and decided to 
focus himself on his new found career, and new life in Radiator 
Springs, New Mexico. 


However, as the years progressed and new families began to call 
Radiator Springs their home; Doc began to feel a void deep inside him 


slowly growing. 


He seen many-a birthdays, holidays, good times and bad pass 
throughout Radiator Springs for its families that called it home; and 
felt alienated through all of them. Sure, he was there to celebrate 
these occasions with them, but he just felt part of the sidelines; not 
having a ‘real’ family of his own to celebrate with. As most of the 
families grew and moved on, forgetting all about little ole’ Radiator 
Springs; only he and few old faithfuls remained. 


Lizzie, Red, Sarge, Filmore, Luigi and Guido, Flo and Ramone, and 
of course the Sheriff and little 3 year old Mater. 


The Sheriff had adopted little Mater about a year ago. He was 
working a case in another town when got wind of a couple neglecting 
their little toddler. Always a softie for little kids, the Sheriff decided to 
check it out. 


The house that the Sheriff found Mater in was nothing short of 
atrocious. The carpet was filthy, holes were in the walls; furniture, 
what little there was, was spewed which ever way. And there was tiny 
little Mater, crawling around in all that filth and disgust, all but 
completely abandoned by his parents; being that they were nowhere 
to be found. 


By the end of the month, both of Mater’s parents were in jail and 
the Sheriff had legally adopted the young toddler, and taken him 
home to Radiator Springs. To Raise him with his ‘family’. 


The Sheriff, as well as everyone else in Radiator Springs, told Doc 
that he should adopt a child. 


Doc had put thought into the matter, but he never felt that he 
would make a very good father on his own. His patience had dwindled 
over the years, and he was at the office nearly around the clock. 


Besides, with little Mater running around and Flo and Ramone 
expecting their first, Doc felt that was enough to suffice his want to be 
a dad. He was perfectly okay with being ‘Unca Doc’ as Mater calls 
him, for the time being. 


However, that mentality changed as of right this moment. 


Doc slowly dropped the note to his side and turned his attention to 
the little bundle of joy sitting in the center of the room. 


Normally, an infant his age would start crying their head off in the 
presence of an unknown stranger; but little Lightning remained silent, 
for the most part. 


The tiny baby only grunted a few times as he tried to lift and 
extend his tiny arm, curiously trying to reach for the mysterious man 
in front of him. 


As Doc felt his heart melt, and with a few tears in his eyes, he 
shakingly extended his hand forward, allowing his finger to be 
grasped in the tiny hand. 


“H-hi there, little guy,” Doc choked a little, trying to contain 
himself, “that’s a mighty strong grip you’ve got there.” 


Doc couldn’t help but chuckle at the bewildered look on the baby’s 
face as he held the massive in comparison finger in his tiny little fist. 


Doc then tickled little Lightning’s nose with the finger, cause a wide 
smile to appear, on both their faces. 


Even with this first, small touch, Doc felt something grow in him 
that he thought he would never feel. The love a father has for his son. 
An hour ago, he had no idea this child even existed; and now there 
was no way he could imagine his life any further without this child in 
it. If the mother of this child were to come in that door at any 
moment, Doc wouldn’t hand him over for anything. 


This was his child now, his baby. 
His little lightning bug. 


So, what do you guys think? 


2. Welcome Home 


Holy crap you guys! That is the biggest response I’ve ever gotten 
from a pilot chapter before, even greater than with SOTF. 


You guys wanted more, so who am I to deny you! 


Chapter 2: Welcome Home 


“Come on,” Doc said, lifting the child out of his seat, “Let’s get you 
outta there.” 


As Doc lifted baby Lightning up and held him against his chest, he 
felt like a brand new father holding his baby for the first time. And 
like a brand new father, he couldn’t help the tears that were now 
flowing freely down his cheeks at the site of his new son resting in the 
crook of his arm. 


Doc felt himself instinctively swaying his arms back and fourth to 
gently rock the baby to sleep; when he hit the reality that every new 
parent hits. 


‘Holy crap! I have a baby now!’ Doc’s mind rang out, ‘What do I 
do? How am I going to do this? I don’t even have a place set up for 
the baby to stay? They only teach you so much stuff in medical 
school! They don’t tell you anything about how to raise a child!’ 


Doc mentally told himself to calm down, and take a few deep 
breaths. 


“Okay, calm down,” Doc quietly told himself, “You can do this, you 
can figure something out. You just have to take it day by day, that’s 
it,” Doc tried to reassure himself. 


After a few moments, Doc felt himself calm down so he can think 
more clearly. 


“T know there’s one thing I definitely need to do first,” Doc said 
looking over at the telephone on his desk. 
Ring... ring... ring... 


The Sheriff rolled over to face the clock, it was now 1:15 in the 
morning and he just crawled in the bed. He spent hours trying to get a 
hyped up three year old to bed, who was anxiously awaiting the 


arrival of Santa Claus, and just successfully slipped his present under 
the tree. Even though it wasn’t exactly what the toddler wanted, the 
Sheriff hoped he would like it. 


The biggest, and really only, thing on the toddler’s Christmas list, 
somebody to play with. It was hard being the only child in this tiny 
town, and even harder to find someone to play with. 


The Sheriff thought about getting the boy what every boy deserved, 
a dog. But handling both a dog and a three year old would put too 
much on the less than energetic sheriff. So for the time being, he got 
him a stuffed hound dog; until he got old enough for a real dog. 


How little did he know that Mater’s only Christmas wish was about 
to come true. 


Ring... ring... ri... “Hello,” the Sheriff groggily answered the 
phone. 


“Sheriff,” Doc shakingly said, “I think you might wanna come down 
to the clinic, you’re not gone believe what was at the door.” 


“What in the name of God...,” the Sheriff stood there with little 
Mater by his side, both of their eyes and mouths wide open. 


“Sheriff, this is little Lightning McQueen,” Doc stated still holding 
baby Lightning in his arms, “He, he’s going to be my son,” Doc said, 
not knowing any other way to put it. 


The sheriff just stood there for a moment and looked at Doc like he 
had finally lost his mind. 


“Doc,” the sheriff finally stated, “Did you just hear the words that 
came out of your mouth? You, aren’t SERIOUSLY, considering...” 


“Oh I very well did hear the words that came out of my mouth,” 
Doc retorted in his usual calm, yet slightly sarcastic, manner, “It took 
me a bit to come to grips with it myself, but I have never been more 
serious about ANYTHING in my entire life than when I say that this 
child will be my son,” Doc boldly stated. 


“And besides, you’ve all been trying to convince me to adopt for 
years. He’ll make a fine member of our tiny town,” Doc smiled, “And 
now little Mater can finally have someone to play with.” 


“Yeah Doc, but...” 


“Did ya her tha Papa!” little Mater squealed astaticly, “Sana Clas 
muss’ve alrewee come n gav Unca Doc meh plesent by mis-mis- 


miscake! I finwee hav sumone to pway wif,” Mater cried, jumping up 
and down he was so excited. 


Both adults couldn’t help but giggle at the toddler’s sheer bliss of 
excitement. 


“Why yes, yes he did Mater,” Doc kindly said, kneeling down to 
Mater’s level so he could see his new bundle of joy, “See, his name is 
Lightning McQueen.” 


Mater excitedly looked in the crook of Doc’s arm, and it came to 
complete shock to hyped up toddler. 


“He no big-nuf to do an-tang wif!” the toddler exclaimed, “Unca 
Doc, I thot he gon be lot big, lik meh!” 


Both the sheriff and Doc had to laugh at that. 


“He’s just a baby right now, Mater. He'll grow, you just have to 
give him time,” Doc told the toddler, “You know you were this tiny 
before?” 


“T wuz, rewee?” Mater look flabbergasted. 


“That’s right, you were just a little baby too once; just like 
Lightning is now. You grew up, and Lightning will too,” Doc said to 
the boy. 


Mater remained silent for a few more moments as he stared at the 
baby in Doc’s arm. 


“Unca Doc, u thik meh n him gone b besfwinds?” Mater asked. 


Doc just smiled and ruffled Mater’s hair as he said, “I guarantee it.” 


“So this woman just pops up outta nowhere and just drops her kid 
off at a complete stranger’s door, without one concern as to who 
might end her with her child?” the sheriff asked as Doc finished telling 
him everything. 


“She was at the every end of her rope,” Doc told the sheriff, 
handing him the note, “From the note, it sounds like she may have 
even been threatened if she didn’t.” 


The sheriff just starred blankly over the note, not really caring 
about the explanation Doc gave, or the woman’s for that matter. As far 
as the sheriff was concerned, baby Lightning’s mother flat out 
abandoned him when she couldn’t find a way to take care of him. Just 
like Mater’s parent’s done to him. In his eyes, this woman didn’t 


deserve the sympathy Doc was giving. 


But there is one thing the woman done that night that the sheriff 
thought was she done right. She couldn’t have found a better man to 
raise her son. 


“So, what are you going to do next?” the sheriff asked Doc, as they 
sat down in the small waiting room of the clinic, while Mater and 
Lightning were sleeping. Mater was fast asleep on the couch across 
from the two adults, and Doc placed Lightning in his carrier right next 
to them for time being while they discussed about what to do. 


“Honestly, I have no idea,” Doc said, “Legally, I know I have to get 
his birth certificate straightened out, and all that. But other than that, 
I have no idea.” 


“Parenthood is a day-by-day working process, Doc,” the sheriff said, 
looking over at Mater, and then at Lightning, who Doc was rocking 
with his foot. 


“One day, everything may go great,” the sheriff said, “And then the 
next, you can’t wait for the day to end.” 


Doc didn’t say anything as he continued to look down at Lightning. 


“But, you’re a smart man. I think you can do it,” the sheriff 
reassured him, “and if you need any help, we’re all here to help ya 
out.” 


“Thank you, Sheriff,” Doc said, “I greatly appreciate that.” 


“Flo gets ahold of him, you may not have to raise him at all,” the 
sheriff joked, “She’ll take him right off your hands.” 


“You may be right on that one,” Doc gave a confirming half chuckle 
as he bent down to pick his sleeping baby up from his carrier, having 
a feeling that he may not get to hold him again once Flo gets ahold of 
him. 


Flo loves children, especially babies. In the 10 years they have been 
married, Flo and Ramone have been trying everything they can to 
have a child of their very own. In the countless failed tries, the couple 
had given up on that dream and was about to just break down and 
adopt a child. They nearly went through with it until the sheriff 
adopted little Mater. 


Seeing that buck-toothed, hazel eyed bundle of joy and energy 
rejuvenated their hope of trying to have their own. And after a few 


more tries, at long last, they finally got the news they’ve been waiting 
10 long years to hear. Flo was finally pregnant. 


She was currently five months along, and healthy as horse. And if 
you asked Ramone, he’d say she looked like one too. The couple is yet 
to find out what they were having yet, and at this point neither one of 
them could care less just so long as the baby was born happy and 
healthy. 


Doc felt himself beginning to nod off as he held his sleeping child in 
his arms, but he shook himself awake so he wouldn’t off the couch, 
child in hand. 


“You ’bout to fall out, Doc?” the sheriff yawned. 


“Yeah, it’s been a rather eventful night,” Doc said, “You don’t look 
far behind me either.” 


The sheriff glanced over at at the clock, it was nearly four in the 
morning. And in just a few hours, they all were supposed to meet at 
the diner for Christmas breakfast. It’s been a Radiator Springs 
tradition for ages. However, the sheriff felt that this year, they would 
be breaking that tradition. 


“You need to get some sleep, and I need to get Mater in the bed,” 
the sheriff said, popping his back as he stood up. 


“You’re right,” Doc yawned, placing Lightning back in his seat, 
before he fell over cold with him in his arms, “I don’t know where I’m 
gone lay him though, and I can’t leave him in his carrier.” 


“Put him in the bed with ya,” the sheriff said, picking up the 
sleeping Mater, “He’ll be fine, just keep the covers from around his 
face and keep him away from the edge. I’ve had Mater a year and he 
just started sleeping in his own bed.” 


“Yeah, I could do that,” Doc said, holding the door open for the 
sheriff, “I’ll just be sure to turn on the fan so he won’t smother.” 


“Good idea,” the sheriff said, putting Mater in the back of squad 
car. 


Doc walked over to his own car and fastened Lightning in. 


“Good night Sheriff,” Doc said before he got in his car, “I guess ll 
see y’all at Flo’s sometime in the morning.” 


“Oh don’t you worry about that,” the sheriff said, “You just go 
home, get you some rest and take care of that baby. We’ll all figure 


something out.” 


“Tt’s that baby’s first Christmas after all, I’m sure we can all pull 
something together,” the sheriff told Doc before he drove off. 


If Doc wasn’t too tired to really give a rat’s rear end, he’d swear the 
sheriff already had something up his sleeve. 


When Doc walked in his front door, he felt like a zombie. When he 
closed the door, he just plopped the stuff he had for Lightning that he 
got at the clinic on the couch, put the carrier on the floor, took off his 
shoes, got Lightning out, and made a direct B-Line towards his 
bedroom. 


Before he plopped on the bed, he moved back the comforter and 
placed Lightning in the center of the bed. Doc almost laughed at the 
way he immediately sprawled out like he already owned the place. 


Before he too crawled in the bed, he remembered to turn on the fan 
for Lightning. 


Without even changing into his bed clothes, Doc just climbed in the 
bed right next to his new son. 


Before he fell asleep, Doc lifted Lightning up and placed him on his 
chest. 


It was incredible, Doc thought, how something so small could 
impact your life so much, so fast. 


Even though he knew the road ahead of them both was going to 
long and trying, he wouldn’t change this day, this moment, for 
anything in the whole world. 


Doc looked down at his son, who was fast asleep on his chest, and 
smiled at the years that awaited them. 


“I may not be the greatest dad in world, but I’m going to be the 
best I can,” Doc said, kissing his son’t forehead. 


“Goodnight Lightning Bug, Merry Christmas.” 


I hope y’all enjoyed this chapter! I know Ill be pushing it, but ’'m 
going to do everything I can to get the next chapter out to you all 
sometime next week. If I don’t, I won’t be able to update for a few 
weeks while the leech feasts on the insides. 


Keep me inspired you guys and I’ll be able get it out here sooner! 


3. Meet The Family 


Iam SOOOOOOO freaking sorry for the lack of updates you guys! 


Seriously though, PLEASE forgive me! If you’ve stopped by my 
page, I written an explanation for the lack of updates. ’ve had alot 
going on, alot of traveling and images to work on have left little time 
to think of writing. 


I hope this super long chapter can make up for the lack of updates. 


Chapter 3: Meet The Family 


‘Boy, that was some dream last night,’ was Doc’s first thoughts as 
he regained consciousness from very needed deep sleep. 


‘I dreamed some woman dropped off her baby at my door, and that 
I was going to raise him,’ Doc’s half awake brain thought as he sat up. 


“Too bad it was just a dream though, I was really getting attached 
to the little guy,” Doc yawn as he went to rub is eyes, and didn’t at all 
expect to find his glasses still perched on his face. 


“Wha? Why do I still have my glasses on,” Doc asked himself, “and 
my clothes on for that matter?” Doc questioned as he became more 
aware of himself. 


‘Wait a second...,’ Doc’s eyes suddenly widen as all the memories of 
the previous night’s events hit him like a ton of bricks. 


“That wasn’t a dream!” Doc felt the blood drain from his face, “Oh 
my God, where’s the baby? Where’s Lightnin’?!” 


Doc began frantically running his hands over every square inch of 
the bed, trying to search for the baby. 


After the search on the bed became an obvious futile effort, Doc 
jumped off the bed and paced around infront of the bed, trying to 
calm himself down. 


“Okay, okay, calm down,” Doc tried to tell himself, taking a few 
deep breaths, “I made sure he wasn’t anywhere near the edge, so he 
couldn’t have fallen off. He’s not on the bed, so where could he be?” 


When Doc calmed down enough, he then realized there was noise 
coming from elsewhere in his house. 


“What on earth?” Doc said as he walked to his bedroom door that 
was now ajar, which he remembered closing the night before. 


A panic almost swept over Doc as the split second as the thought of 
someone breaking in and kidnapping his new son entered into his 
mind; but Doc knew the literal chances of that that actually happened 
were next to nothing. 


Still... 


Doc nervously snatched open the door, almost expecting the 
kidnapper to be on the other side. 


When he yanked open the door, he yelped in surprise. 
“Hehe, did I scur you Unca Doc?” 


Instead of a mad towering kidnapper standing at the doorway, 
there stood little Mater, giggling like a tiny little hyena. 


“Oh Mater,” Doc breathed a sigh of relief, “You did scare me there 
squirt,” Doc kneeled down and ruffled the toddler’s messy brown hair. 


“Sury Unca Doc, I not mean ta scur ya,” Mater said, looking up at 
Doc, “Papa tol meh ta com n get ya er yer bricfis is gon get cold.” 


‘Breakfast?’ Doc though, ‘I ought to have known the Sheriff had 
something up his sleeve.’ 


“Say Mater, you wouldn’t happen to know where Lightning is do 
you?” Doc smiled at the toddler, already having a mind as to where 
his son was. 


“T sur do!” Mater excitedly said, “I pwayed wif im, n I helped Papa 
mak im a bo’lle, n Mama Flo’s n ev-one had ‘im nurly all morin’!” 


‘Thought so,’ Doc smiled at the thought of the town getting to know 
their new son, and especially of Flo hugging and loving on the tiny 
little baby to pieces. 


“Come on, Squirt,” Doc smiled, picking Mater up, “Let’s go see what 
they’re up too.” 


“Aren’t you just the cutest little thing I ever did see,” Flo cooed 
what seemed to be the 100th time at the wide awake baby in the 
crook of her arm. 


“Honey, I think you’ve told him that about 100 times already,” 
Ramone said as he leaned back in his seat at the kitchen table. 


“And IT’ll say it a hundred more,” Flo loving said as she lifted the 
baby up and gave him a kiss on the forehead. 


When the sheriff rallied them all up bright and early that morning, 
everyone thought the aging sheriff had finally lost it when he told 
them all Doc had a very special present delivered that night. 


Not even Flo believed him, until little ecstatic Mater run up to her 
and told her all about his new best friend that Sana Clas delivered to 
his Unca Doc. 


“Mama Flo, Mama Flo! Ya got ta com n se wha Sana Clas gav Unca 
Doc fer Chri-mas!” Mater excitedly told her as she lifted the toddler up 
to her hip. 


“What did Santa bring Doc?” Flo smiled as she asked the gleaming 
child. 


“He bung ’im a babeh! He’s a wittle babeh, lik teh one in you 
bewee. He got fuzly har n eys bwue lik teh sky. N ges wha? Meh n ’im 
gon be besfwinds!” Mater squealed. 


After hearing the innocent and very excited three year old, they all 
immediately went over to the physician’s home and, due to the spare 
keys he gave to both the sheriff and Flo, they made their way right in. 
Flo made a B-line to Doc’s bedroom and felt her heart melt at the 
sight. 


Doc was passed out on the bed and wrapped in his arms, was a 
tiny, wide awake baby. 


Flo was having a little squealing moment inside as she quietly 
tiptoed toward the pair, and very gently lifted the baby out of his 
father’s arms. Doc not so much as stired. 


Baby Lightning on the other hand, when Flo first tried to pry him 
from Doc’s arms, did get just a little bit fussy. He was happy and 
content right there in his daddy’s arms, he didn’t want to moved by 
anyone else. 


“No no no, shhhhh, it’s okay,” Flo cooed, lifting up the ‘fixing to get 
royally mad in 2.5 seconds’ baby and placed him in the crook her arm. 


Baby Lightning then immediately stopped getting fussy. Lightning 
stared up at the woman holding him with those big sapphire eyes and 
just smiled. Like he was saying, ‘Oh hi there. Are you my new 
mommy?’ 


Flo might as well be his new mommy, she already loved him like he 
was her own son. 


“Hi there, darlin’,” Flo cooed over the baby as she tip toed quietly 
back out of the room, “Aren’t you just so precious!” 


From that moment, the only time she set the baby down was to 
cook. And that was only after the others convinced her that she didn’t 
need to have the baby around the stove while she was cooking. 


While she was cooking, and while they all waited on Doc to finally 
rise from his dead like slumber, the town’s residents got acquainted 
with their new family member. 


First Ramone held him, as he was a father-to-be. And he couldn’t 
help but laugh at how wide Lightning’s eyes got when he got a look at 
Ramone’s brigh red and green Christmas themed hair. 


“Well hi there, my other Little Man. You trin’ to get my hair?” 
Ramone chuckled as Lightning done his best to lift his little arm up as 
high as he could to try and reach the fascinating strands. 


Ramone leaned his head down to Lightning’s face and shook his 
hair over the baby’s face, causing a ecstatic smile and a giggle or two 
to escape from the child. 


“Awww,” everyone in the two adjoining rooms said in unison as 
they heard the tiny child’s, for all they knew, first giggle. 


“T wana see ’im ’Mone,” Ramone heard as he felt a tug on his pants 
leg; causing him to look down to his side to see the big hazel eyes of 
his first little man, Mater clenching onto his new stuffed dog, who he 
graciously called Raggie. 


“Hi Witenin’,” Mater happily said as Ramone lowered Lightning 
down where Mater could see him, “Ya wana pway wif Raggie?” Mater 
innocently asked his baby best friend, holding up his stuffed toy as a 
token of their friendship. 


Baby Lightning gave a reaffirming smile to the toddler, which 
according to Ramone’s guesstimation translation meant, ‘Sup bro?’ or 
‘Heck yeah I wanna play with with Raggie!’ 


“Let me get him, Ramone,” the sheriff said. 


Ramone gently handed the baby over to the sheriff, who couldn’t 
contain a smile as the bundle of joy was placed in his arms. 


“Hi there, Little Lightning,” the sheriff said to the baby as he made 
his way back to his seat on the couch, Mater following him along like 


a puppy. 
“T didn’t get ta hold ya much last night,” the sheriff smiled at the 


baby. 


“IT wana pway wif ’im Papa,” Mater said, pouting that he hadn’t 
gotten to play with his best friend yet. 


The sheriff shifted Lightning in his arms so he could face the 
anxious toddler directly infront of him. 


“He doesn’t know how to play yet, Mater,” the sheriff told the 
toddler, “He’s too little right now.” 


“Tll tec ‘im how ta pway ’en,” Mater excitedly said, “tat way, wen 
ese big nuff, he be weal goo a’ it.” 


Mater then held up his beloved Raggie and began to play like it was 
walking up to the baby, and then suddenly held the toy up and shook 
it in the baby’s face. 


The sheriff was about to scold the toddler for scaring him when the 
baby’s eyes widen twice their size, until another smile and slight 
giggle was coming from the tiny child. 


“Se ther Papa, he wikes it,” Mater happily said, as he repeated the 
action until Lightning was trying to reach the toy. 


“Ya wana hol’ it Witenin’?” Mater asked, handing Raggie to the 
baby, only to have it fall to the floor when the baby tried to grab 
ahold of the toy. 


“P-ut ’im on teh flor Papa, he wans ta get it,” Mater almost 
demanded. 


“T can’t get down on the floor now Mater,” the sheriff told him. 


“Here, let us hold him,” Fillmore said, sitting on the floor near the 
two. 


“Careful with him now,” the sheriff said as he handed the baby 
over to Fillmore. 


“Don’t worry, I ain’t gone drop him,” Fillmore said as he took the 
infant in his arms. 


“Well hi there Little Guy,” Fillmore smiled at the baby, causing 
another grin to appear on the child. 


Fillmore grabbed a couple of pillows from the couch so he could 
prop the child up. 


“You’re the first teeny baby I’ve seen in years, Little Buddy,” 
Fillmore said the infant, whose attention was then reverted back to 
trying to get Raggie. 


Determination shined brightly in Lightning’s big blue eyes as he 
tried his very hardest to reach the toy. With a little bit of help from 
Mater, he finally wrapped his tiny fist around the arm of toy and 
grasped ahold of it with all his might. 


A proud smile of accomplishment shined brightly on the baby’s 
face, followed by a heartfelt giggle. 


“He’s a determined little fellow already,” Sarge smirked sternly, 
“He’d make a fine soldier someday.” 


Fillmore could only roll his eyes and shake his head at the war 
veteran’s comment. 


“Wars and violence doesn’t solve a thing Sarge,” Fillmore told his 
friend. 


“Don’t pull that hippie crap Fillmore,” Sarge replied, “I was just 
saying that with the baby’s determination shining already, that we 
would make a good soldier. This country needs determination and will 
in it’s youth.” 


“Well that doesn’t mean he’ll grow up to be a soldier,” Fillmore 
said, “He might grow up to be the next Jimmy Hendrix for all you 
know.” 


“Oh yeah right Fillmore!” Sarge retorted, “And I suppose Mater is 
going to be a spy for the Queen when he grows up as well.” 


As the two adults continued bickering back and forth, their arguing 
was causing baby Lightning’s big blue eyes to turn teary as he was 
fixing to let out a loud wail. 


“Sarge! Fillmore! You two quit that fussing, you’re upsetting the 
baby,” Lizzie reprimanded the two bickering adults by smacking them 
on the back of the head with her shoe. 


“Hand me that tiny honey,” Lizzie told them. 


As Fillmore handed the child over to Lizzie, Sarge mumbled under 
his breath, “Who says violence doesn’t solve anything?” 


“Why merry Christmas, tiny honey,” Lizzie cooed at the baby, 
wiping the little tears that were forming from his eyes, “Were those 
two hard heads upsetting that baby? We’re going to get those two one 
of these days.” 


Baby Lightning instantly became calm again as the elderly woman 
began to rock him in her rocking chair, that Doc had in his living 
room just for her. But, before long, the soothing rocking rhythm began 


to lull it’s much older occupant to sleep. 


“Poor Lizzie, get her rocking in that chair and she’s out like a 
light,” the Sheriff said. 


“Guido and I would-a like to-a hold the baby-a next-a,” Luigi spoke 
up for his friend and himself. 


Fillmore quietly tiptoed over toward Lizzie and gently lifted the 
baby out her arms to hand to his two Italian friends. 


“Guido, look-a at those big-a blue eyes-a,” Luigi said as he took 
Lightning in his arms. 


“Si si,” Guido smiled as he leaned down to look at the tiny child 
directly, tapping the baby on the nose with his finger, “Sono brillanti 
come zaffari!” 


Baby Lightning could only give the two adults a puzzling look as he 
grunted several times, as if he were trying to say something. 


“Are you-a trying to-a talk to-a us, Little One?” Luigi happily asked 
the infant. 


Infact, Baby Lightning was trying to talk to them. Those grunts he 
uttered was babese for, “Now who the heck are you two? And why is 
everyone passing me around! I’m hungry and I want my daddy!” 


Lightning’s big brilliant sapphire eyes then turned teary as he out a 
loud wail. 


“Oh no-a, what’s-a wrong-a Little One,” Luigi cooed, gently swaying 
the baby in his arms, but to no avail. The gentle swaying only 
succeeded in making the tiny baby’s empty stomach grow worse. 


Luigi and Guido looked horrified as the baby was just about to 
scream his lungs out, when two strong, yet gentle hands lifted the 
crying infant from their arms. 


“T’ve got him,” Red said calmly as he took the child in his arms. 


The 6’ 5 “towering firefighter held the child close to his chest as he 
gently began patting his back, as he bounced the child gently in his 
arms. 


“Swaying on an empty stomach will get him sick,” Red quietly told 
the bunch, “It comforts babies when they can hear your heart beat, it 
can help synchronize theirs.” 


Being the quiet one of the bunch, no one really knew that much 
about Red other than what little he’s told them. He comes from a 


small town in Nebraska and he was raised in a large family; that was 
pretty much all the residents knew about him. What they didn’t know 
was that he was the oldest of 11 children his mother and father bore, 
and he also was the one who helped tend to the smallest children. 


Within a few minutes, the infant calmed down, causing a warm 
smile to appear on man’s face. 


“Mater, can you do me a big favor?” Red kindly asked the toddler, 
“Can you look inside that bag over there and look for me a bottle and 
a tub that has a lid on it. One should be in there.” 


“Yea sir Misser Red!” the toddler said, happy to help anyway he 
could. 


With the help of the his papa, Mater quickly found what he was 
told to retrieve from the bag that was now on the floor by the couch. 


With the help of his papa, Mater quickly retrieved the requested 
items and was about to happily hop over and hand the items to the 
towering adult, when the Sheriff took ahold of items. 


“Ya wanna help me fix Lightnin’ a bottle, Mater?” the Sheriff kindly 
asked his son as he stood up from the couch to head into the kitchen. 


“Yea! I wana help!” Mater happily said as he followed his father 
into the kitchen. 


“Alrighty, that should be good,” the Sheriff said as he tested the 
milk on his wrist, “Here ya go Mater, take this to Red, okay?” 


“Okay Papa, I goss it,” Mater said as he took the warm bottle of 
milk to its destination. 


“Thank you Mater,” Red smiled down at the toddler. 


“You hungry Little One?” Red’s question being answered when 
Baby Lightning immediately latched onto the nipple of the bottle. 


“T’m going to take that as a yes,” Red smiled down at the child. 


Within ten minutes, Lightning had completely finished his bottle 
and, thanks to a few hearty pats on the back from Red, let out a burp 
that would make a grown man proud. 
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““Cuse u Wightnin’,” Mater giggled. 


“Alrighty y’all, breakfast is ready,” Flo announced to the crew as 
she out away her apron. 


“Red, hand over that baby, and go fix your plate,” Flo almost 
demanded the man. 


“Yes ma’am,” Red obeyed as he gently handed the baby over to the 
woman. 


Baby Lightning greeted his ‘Mama Flo’, as she now proclaimed 
herself, with a big smile as she took him into her arms. 


“Hi, Darlin’,” Flo cooed over the tiny bundle of joy, “Did you eat? 
You feelin’ better now?” Which Baby Lightning promptly answered 
with another burp. 


“T think that’s a yes,” Ramone said. 


“Hey Mater, why don’t you go wake up Uncle Doc and tell him his 
breakfast is getting cold,” the Sheriff told his son as the adults 
gathered around in the two adjoining rooms to eat their breakfast. 


“Okay Papa,” Mater said as he went off into the other part of the 
house. 


“I wonder what’s keeping them,” the Sheriff said after about 5 
minutes had passed without either one of the two emerging from the 
back part of the house. 


Just as he was about to go searching for them, the Sheriff saw a tall 
figure emerge from the dark hallway. 


“There you two are,” the Sheriff happily greeted Doc, who was 
carrying Mater on his hip, as they came into the crowded kitchen. 


“Well I see y’all have met my son,” Doc smiled as he saw his child 
being surrounded by the love that was their made up family. 


“T scured Unca Doc Papa,” Mater giggled. 


“You did?” the Sheriff said as he took Mater from Doc hand sat him 
at the table. 


“How’d you sleep?” the Sheriff said to Doc. 


“Hard, I didn’t even hear any commotion,” Doc told his friend, 
making a B-line over towards the woman who had ‘their’ son. 


“Good morning Lightning,” Doc happily said the baby, “You’re 
Mama Flo got you?” Doc couldn’t help himself but to coo at the tiny 
child. 


Lightning responded to the sight of his daddy with a big smile. 


Flo giggled, “He wants his daddy now.” 
“Has he been good?” Doc asked as he took his child into his arms. 


“He’s been an absolute joy!” Flo praised, “He got just a little bit 
fussy when he got hungry, but Red fed him and now he’s just as happy 
as a clam.” 


“That’s great,” Doc said relieved, “I’m so glad he was good for you 
all,” Doc smiled down at his son. 


“He knew we were his family already,” Flo smiled down at the 
bright eyed child. 


Last night, when Doc first laid eyes on this child, he was amazed 
when the baby not so much as uttered a frown to him; like he had 
already knew him and accepted him as his father. 


In the short time that he’s had him, Doc had found time to wonder 
how his new son would take to the residents of his tiny town. Would 
he take to them as he had taken to him? He’s seen cases where some 
babies just flat don’t like certain people. He was so glad this wasn’t 
one of those cases; as Doc desperately knew he would be relying on 
this entire village to help raise his child. 


‘No, he’s not just my child,’ Doc corrected his thinking, ‘he’s All of 
ours.’ 


Doc smiled, “He’s part of our big, happy family now.” 


“Always has, and always will.” 


4. Making it Official 


Thank you guys so much for your patience! I’m so sorry this 
chapter is long over due, but I put alot of work into it. I hope you 
enjoy:) 


Chapter 4: Making it Official 


After the family of Radiator Springs settled down after a mighty 
hearty breakfast, Doc explained the previous night’s events to the 
bunch, how the tiny baby they all came to know and love so quickly 
came into their lives. 


Their initial reaction was that of both shock and sadness. Shocked 
to believe that someone, a mother no less, actually left her month old 
infant on some random stranger’s door; and saddened to hear what 
drove her to that point. 


“Here’s the note, that was pinned to his blanket,” Doc reached into 
his pocket and handed the note to anyone who would take it. 


Being a mother-to-be, Flo grabbed the note from Doc’s hand and 
vigorously searched over it, demanding to know why a mother would 
give up her child; after she had so many failed attempts to have one of 
her own. 


‘To whoever it may concern,’ the note read, ‘PLEASE listen to me! I 
am a mother DEEPLY afraid for the safety and well being her child. 
This child is of my late husband and my current husband has 
threatened and tried to kill us both, many times. I tried to leave him, 
but his threats only got worse. The only way I could guarantee my 
precious child’s safety is if I were to leave him with someone that I 
knew would care for and love him as I would. This was the last thing I 
ever wanted to do; but I assure you that if I didn’t my husband would 
have both of us killed. My baby is named Lightning McQueen, after 
my beloved late husband. He was born 5 lbs. 9 oz. in Amarillo, Texas 
on November 18, 1990. Please, let my Lightning know that his mother 
didn’t abandon him. That I done what I thought was absolute best for 
him. Please, whoever you are, let him know that his mother loves him 
and will always love him. And please, please take good care of my 
little Lightning bug.’ 


By the time she completely read every word of the letter, Flo, like 


Doc when he first read the letter, was in tears and whatever anger she 
felt towards little Lightning’s mother instantly vanished. 


With tears streaming down her eyes, Flo quietly placed the letter 
back on the table and slipped off to lovingly embrace her son; who 
was currently snuggled fast asleep in his father’s arms after his hearty 
breakfast of a nice warm bottle of milk. 


“Let me hold him, Doc,” Flo kindly asked, “please.” 


“Here you go Squirt,” Doc smiled as he handed his sleeping child 
over, “Go to your mama.” 


“Come here, Darlin’,” Flo said as she took the sleeping child into 
her arms and snuggled him up against her well endowed chest. 


Doc watched as Flo carried his tiny son from the kitchen to her spot 
on the couch protecting Baby Lightning as he rested safely and 
securely in her arms, as a mother would with her child. 


“You know, Doc,” the sheriff stated, breaking Doc from his gaze, 
‘Lightnin’s gonna need a room of his own pretty soon. It’s great 
bonding having them in the bed at night when you don’t have much 
time during the day, but they sure do grow up fast,’ the sheriff stated, 
recalling how close he and Mater had grown just in the first week of 
having him, even when he worked nearly ever hour of the day. And 
how in the blink of an eye, Mater went from barely being able to 
speak a word or even stand up on his own two feet when he got him; 
to darting to him at full speed after a long shift, screaming to top of 
his lungs, “I wuv u Papa!” 


“You're right,” Doc said, having not even given much thought into 
setting up his own room yet. He kinda liked his new son sleeping on 
his chest at night. Sure, he could move around too much once he was 
in bed, but it gave Doc great peace of mind to know exactly where his 
Lightning was at. And, to be perfectly honest, the past night’s sleep 
was the best night of sleep that Doc has had in months. 


But, the sheriff was right; while it may be great for bonding in the 
meantime, it wasn’t a permanent setting. 


“What room do you think would be best?” the sheriff asked. 


“The second spare bedroom,” Doc said, I can’t ever recall having 
more than one person staying the night since I’ve been in this house. 


“Hey Doc,” Ramone spoke up, “We have extra baby furniture for 
Lightnin’. Flo’s folks sent basically an entire nursery suite when they 
found out that she was finally pregnant. And when we started trying, 


we had already planned ahead and stocked up on everything; a crib, 
changing table and all that good stuff. Just come over to the house 
sometime whenever and pick out what you need. 


“We'll all help move it,” Sarge said. 


“Wow,” Doc said graciously, “Thank you all so much! You all don’t 
know how much this means to me.” 


“Not a problem man,” Ramone nonchalantly said. 


“As you told me when I got Mater,” the sheriff spoke, “the village is 
here to help you raise him. He’s not just your’s, he’s all of our’s.” 


Doc remember the exact moment when utter those words to his 
dear friend. It was just a year ago when he brought the then two year 
old Mater into his clinic after he had rescued him from the filth the 
toddler had come to know as “home” for seemingly the first two years 
of his life. The wild-haired, freckled faced, buck toothed little bundle 
of joy never stopped smiling the entire time Doc was checking the 
child for any injuries or diseases that he may have had for living in 
such retched conditions. To the surprise and thankfulness of both 
adults, the toddler had a shining clean bill of health. 


“Can you tell me your name, Little Guy?” Doc smiled as he picked 
the child up from the examination table. Only to get a few 
‘mmmmmm’ hums from the toddler. 


“He can’t talk yet,” the sheriff said. 


“A child his age should know at least 5 coherent words,” Doc 
replied. 


“T haven’t heard him speak a one,” the sheriff said, scratching the 
back of his neck, “just hums and murmurs.” 


“His name is Matthew on his birth certificate,” the sheriff began, 
“but he doesn’t respond to that at all. You can call him anything else 
and he’ll look your way, but won’t do anything at Matthew.” 


“He might not know that’s his name,” Doc stated, “or he could just 
not like that name.” 


“You don’t like that name, ‘Matthew’?” the sheriff started speaking 


to the toddler in a ‘baby voice’, “then what on earth are we gone call 
you? Matty? What about Mater?” 


The child not so much as moved a muscle when he heard ‘Matthew’ 
or ‘Matty’, but there was just something at the word ‘Mater’ that 
caused the toddler to just busted out in a barrel of laughs. 


This sudden shriek of laughter was surprising to both adults, but 
soon joined the child in his laughing. 


“T’ll take it he likes it,” Doc said. 


“Haha, you like that ‘Mater’?”, the sheriff smiled down at the 
toddler, who grinned as he covered his mouth and steadily nodded his 
head. 


“Alrighty then,” the sheriff said as he took the giggling child from 
doc’s arms, “I here by dub thee ‘Mater’ of Radiator Springs.” 


Mater squealed with delight as he was lifted up into the air by his 
papa. Doc smiled at the two with great happiness for both of them; 
but deep in his heart, he was saddened at the painful reality that the 
chances of him ever sharing a moment like that with his own son were 
astronomically slim to none. But, he couldn’t let his self loathing 
refrain him from being happy for his best friend and his new son 
nonetheless. 


“You know, Sheriff,” Doc started, “I know you’re always busy on 
the job and I want to let you know that we’re all here for you to help 
raise Mater,” Doc smiled as he told his best friend. 


“Thank you, Doc,” the sheriff returned, “I sure do appreciate that.” 


“He sure is a handful at times, and he’s a great little bundle of joy; 
but I sure am gonna need all the help I can get. My shifts can easily 
run over 24 hours. It was one thing tackling those long hours then, 
now I can’t even imagine it with a little one to look after,” the sheriff 
continued. 


“You don’t need to worry about a thing,” Doc said, “You know how 
they say ‘It takes a village to raise a child’?; well, the village is here to 
help you raise him. He’s not just your’s, he’s all of our’s.” 


“You have no idea how much I appreciate that Doc,” the sheriff 
smiled, “I’ll sure be happy to say the same when you finally get a kid.” 


‘I thought I’d never never see the day when I’d finally have one of 
my own,’ Doc thought to himself as he witnessed his little family 
village rally around him and his new baby son with support; each 
ready to help out in any way they could. 


“Ohhhbh Doccccce,” a voice sang in from the living room, “I think 
your son made you a very special Christmas present.” 


Well, except for cleaning up the first poopy diaper. That was 
strictly a job for Daddy Doc. 


“Happy first day of parenthood, Doc,” Ramone said laughing across 
the table. 


December 31, 1990 


Nearly a week had passed since the tiny bolt of electricity 
appropriately named Lightning had entered into the lives of Doc 
Hudson and the rest of the citizens of Radiator Springs; and Doc could 
honestly say that it has been one of the greatest weeks of his life, a 
very tiring week with juggling both his work as the town physician 
and as a single father to his now 6 week old son, but still one his best 
nonetheless. 


Well, he did have tremendous help from the citizens of Radiator 
Springs; who were more than happy to help out any way that they 
could. Which included watching the baby while he was at work. To 
‘share the load’ of babysitting, the citizens came up with a calendar of 
who would watch both Lightning and Mater on which days. Like 
Monday and Thursday were Flo and Ramone. Tuesday and Friday 
were Luigi and Guido. And Wednesday and Saturday up till 12 was 
Sarge and Filmore. After 12 on Saturdays and on Sundays, Doc was 
‘on call’ so he took every spare second he could get to spend with his 
new son. 


The day after Christmas, Doc, Ramone, the sheriff, Sarge, Filmore, 
and Red had moved the furniture Doc had picked out from Flo’s baby 
stash and into Lightning’s new room. It was a decent sized room that 
Doc could easily see Lightning growing into. Over by the window to 
the opposite side of the room was his crib, to the right of that was a 
changing table, and to the left was a small dresser. Doc decided 
against painting the room any color, it was a neutral off white that 
Doc felt was suiting for the time being. Plus he didn’t want any paint 
fumes lingering in the house that would make Lightning sick. 


And his little Lightning Bug was growing perfectly happy and 
healthy a teeny tiny bit each and everyday. Not really physically that 
is, he was still just as tiny as that fateful night, but his motor skills 
were developing at an astonishing rate for an infant his age. Doc 
caught him trying, and succeeding, to lift his head up on his own for 
minutes at a time more than once. What Doc found most fascinating, 
or humorous depending on who you ask, is Lightning’s constant 
determination, particularly to nearly always be in motion. Doc knew 
that babies had a natural tendency to want to see and explore the 
world around them, but this little tike took that want and turned it 
into a ‘life or death’ need. If he was awake, he had to be in some sort 


of motion. Infact, the really the only time he would cry, other than if 
he was hungry or tired or had a dirty diaper, is when he would be 
immobile longer than 5-10 minutes, give or take if he is distracted by 
something. The sheriff jokingly one day stated that he would probably 
be crawling by the time he’s three months old. After witnessing his 
son trying his darned best to crawl to a toy across the living room 
floor a couple of days ago, Doc didn’t doubt it one bit. 


Needless to say, a motorized swing was well invested in after that 
occurrence. 


The only thing Doc had yet to do was get his birth certificate and 
adoption straightened out. He had gotten everything figured out, 
where he was born, what his birth weight was, but the only thing that 
was only holding him up was the name he would out on it. The sheriff 
had asked him if was going to keep his name ‘Lightning McQueen’. 
Doc told he of course he was, that was his name that his mother had 
given him and it was name of Lightning’s biological father. If he were 
to change that, then everything that Lightning’s mother had fought for 
and given up would be for nothing. However, Doc did want to give 
him a name of his own, one that he picked out. 


Doc thought long and hard before it finally struck him. Owen. 


Owen was a family for the first born males in Doc’s family for 
generations. It was his grandfather’s name, his father’s name, and his 
older brother’s name. Lightning technically wasn’t his ‘first born’ son, 
but he was his first and only son that he would ever have, so why not 
carry out this age old family tradition. 


And besides, Owen meant ‘young fighter’ in Celtic, which Lightning 
certainly way, and since the surname McQueen originated in Scotland, 
Doc felt it was perfect. 


Lightning Owen McQueen Hudson. 
No, something about that just didn’t sound right. 


“Lightning Owen Hudson McQueen,” Doc said as he signed his son’s 
birth and adoption certificate, “there.” 


Doc looked down at the documents with pride shining in his eyes. 


“Lightning Owen Hudson McQueen,” Doc’s friend Judge Alex 
Hunter re-read before he notarized the papers, “I’d never thought I’d 
see the day when you’d finally got a kid.” 


“You and me both,” Doc smiled. 


“One question though,” Judge Alex began before he handed the 


sheet back to Doc, “Why didn’t you put your last name as the baby’s 
last name?” 


“T have my reasons,” Doc simply stated. 


“Alright then,” Judge Alex again replied, accepting his friend’s 
answer, “Paul Doc Hudson, you are now officially the father of 
Lightning Owen Hudson McQueen,” Judge Alex stated as he handed 
both freshly notarized documents to his friend. 


“Thank you, Alex,” Doc said with proud tears in his eyes as he took 
the papers in one hand and lifted his now official son in the other. 


Walking out the courthouse with his son in hand was THE proudest 
moments in Doc Hudson’s life. Prouder than when he won his first 
race, prouder than when he shook the dean’s hand after he accepted 
his degree from medical school. Nothing else could compare to the 
pride he was feeling right at that moment. 


He was finally, at long last, a father. 


“C’mon son,” Doc said as he buckled Lightning up in his carrier in 
the backseat of his car, “let’s go home.” 


5. Enter Sally 


You guys have no idea how sorry I am for this chapter taking soooo 
long! I am truly sorry to all of you; and to those who have patiently 
waited for this chapter to come out, from the bottom of my heart, 
THANK YOU SO MUCH! 


Chapter 5: Enter Sally 
April 1, 1991 


“C’mon Flo,” Doc said raspy through his surgical mask with sweat 
dripping down his forehead, “You can do this! You’re in the home 
stretch.” 


“J,” Flo panted, “I can’t,” She cried out in agony. 
“Tt’s too much!” Flo cried out once more, “It just hurts too much!” 


“You’re going to have to do it, Flo,” Doc told her, “The baby, and 
you, will die if you don’t! I know you can do this, you’re one of the 
strongest women that I know. Give it your all!” 


Flo took several deeps breaths as she tried to muster the strength to 
give it her all. Flo always had a knack for being prepared for 
everything, but NOTHING she ever done could have prepared her for 
this kind of pain. She had read all the books about what to do when 
you’re expecting. She took all the classes, and even drug Ramone into 
some of the. She was always planned and prepared; when her water 
broke, she was calm and gathered everything she needed while poor 
Ramone was running around like a chicken with his head cut off. And 
she somehow still remained calm and collected throughout her nearly 
18 hours of labor. She was alright, until it was time to push. 


“OH GOD!” Flo let out a wail as she gave it her first push. 


The first push felt like a bowling ball was about to come out of her 
and take out half her entrails along with it. 


“That’s great,” Doc said enthusiastically, “Keep doing it, you’re 
doing great!” 


Flo took a few more breathes before giving it her second push, 
letting out another wail s she done so. 


“You’re crowning!” Doc almost cheered, “C’mon, just one more big 
one. Youw’re almost there!” 


Flo didn’t know if by some blessed miracle that all the pain had 
subsided for just a few moments, or if it was the adrenalin finally 
kicking in, but at that moment she pushed the gut retching pain out of 
her mind, took a deep breath, and gave one last finally push. 


“Here it comes!” Doc said as the baby’s head finally poked all the 
way through. 


“Tt’s a girl!” Doc proudly announced, the screams of new life filling 
the room. 


“Tt’s a girl?” Flo tiredly asked, “Oh thank you God, thank you!” 


Doc held the newborn screaming child in his arms for a few 
moments before he handed her over to her tired, yet still glowing 
mother. She had brown hair, like her mother and father, and she was 
‘well nourished’. Doc honestly didn’t know how on earth Flo managed 
to push her out without causing severe tearing or any excessive 
amounts of bleeding. She had to weigh at least 8-9 pounds already. 


His little Lightning didn’t weigh but 15 pounds at the most, and he 
was a week or two shy from being 5 months old. The newborn’s 
screaming made Doc recall Lightning’s first screaming fit. 


It was approximately into the first week of January at 1:30 in the 
morning when Doc awake to an ear piercing screaming emanating 
from his son’s room. It was so loud and sudden that Doc immediately 
jumped out of bed and ran into his son’s room in two seconds flat, 
fearing that the baby was hurt or in pain somehow for the sudden 
outburst. When Doc got there, he didn’t find anything disheveled; he 
didn’t find an intruder standing over his son with a knife or anything. 
He was just met with his extremely pissed off 2 month old son. 


“What’s wrong, little one?” Doc calmly said as he took the child 
into his arms, “Did the boogie man scare you?” The man asked, half 
expecting to get a coherent answer, but was only replied to by more 
screams. 


“Okay, okay,” Doc said as he placed the baby on his changing table, 
but found nothing, not even a drop in his diaper. 


“Well what’s the matter then?” Doc cooed as he patted his son’s 
back, “Are you hungry?” Doc said as he made his way into the kitchen 
to fix him a warm bottle. 


“Okay, let’s try this,” Doc said once he finished testing to warmth of 
the bottle on his wrist. Doc was for sure this was the solution, until 
Lightning angrily rejected to bottle. 


“You’re not hungry either?” Doc said, flabbergasted and all out of 
ideas. 


“What’s wrong baby?” Doc rocked him as he walked him around 
the room, “Why are you crying?” 


“Does your tummy hurt?” Doc theorized, but he doubted on the 
account that there would have been a massive not so pleasant 
surprised in his diaper, or at least a few tummy rumblings, if this were 
the case. 


Doc continued to walk around the house, bouncing his child in his 
arms, who was still crying his lungs out, as he tried to come up with 
more ideas. 


He tried walking, bouncing, rocking, smooth talking, and even 
turned on the radio and TV for an hour, but nothing seemed to help at 
all. Doc didn’t know what else to do, but one other thing. 


“Hello?” Flo asked as she picked up her phone, wondering who on 
earth this could be at this hour; though once she heard the 
background noise, she instantly knew who it was. 


“Flo? Help.” 


“Bless your heart,” Flo couldn’t help but give a few chuckles when 
the exhausted man shown up at her door with his still crying child in 
his arms. 


“T can’t that you enough,” Doc sighed, “No matter what I do, he 
won't stop crying,” Doc said as he handed the infuriated baby over to 
the woman. 


“What’s the matter, Tiny Honey?” Flo soothed as she began 
swaying the infant in her arms, “Does your daddy not know what he’s 
doing? It’s okay, Darlin’, we’ll show him what to do to get that baby 
calmed down.” 


Doc was metaling taking notes of all the things Flo was doing; but it 
appeared she was doing the exact same things that he had been doing, 
and even she wasn’t having too much luck either. 


She had swayed him around, walked him around, talked to him, 
tried to feed him and checked his diaper again and again; but nothing 
she tried was seeming to work. 


“What else did you try to do?” Flo asked, “Did you turn on the 
radio or TV?” 


“Yeah, but he still wouldn’t stop crying,” Doc said. 


“What did you have it on?” Flo asked as she turned on the TV; 
looking for something, anything at this point, to calm the child. 


However, unbeknownst to her, her husband had left it some car 
show channel and left the volume up full blast before turing off the 
TV. The moment she flicked on the TV, a loud roaring engine sound 
began blaring from the box so loud that it nearly gave the two adults a 
heart attack. 


But it also made the child they’re been desperately trying to calm 
down stop crying. 


The two adults were amazed how the blaring volume itself didn’t 
scare the child and make him cry even harder; but the were absolutely 
astonished that the he even seemed to enjoy the sound. Even after Flo 
had nearly muted it; the child only stopped crying, but was even 
staring wide eyed at the TV and was smiling. 


“You like all those cars, Tiny Honey?” Flo giggled as she watched 
the infant just stare at the TV. 


Doc too was was amazed at the site; it seemed that the apple didn’t 
fall far from the tree after all. Doc remembered how his mother used 
to tell him how much he loved cars since he was very small child. He 
even remembered a time when the only way he could get to sleep was 
when he was inside of a car. He couldn’t help but smirk when he 
recalled how much his mother used to fuss on how much gas they 
wasted driving him around just get him to go to sleep at night. He 
could only imagine having to do the same for his little tike. 


“Doc?” Flo tiredly asks, “May I now hold my baby?” 


Flo’s voice brings Doc out of his trip from memory lane and back 
into reality. 


Doc opened his eyes and shook his head as he realized he was in 
the clinic’s small delivery room, still holding Flo’s screaming newborn 
infant, with her mother waiting not so patiently to finally hold her 
child. 


“Y’m so sorry Flo,” Doc smiled as he gently handed the baby girl 
over to her mother, “Here’s your bouncy baby girl.” 


“Awww,” Flo teared up as she took the baby girl into her arms, 
“Hello my little princess!” 


After so many years of hoping and praying, Flo was overcome with 
tears of joy as she held her child in her arms for the first time. 


“There, there, don’t cry baby,” Flo tearfully said as she soothed her 
child, “Mama’s here, Mama’s here.” 


After he cut the cord, as Ramone couldn’t be there to do it on the 
account that he was so squeamish that he almost fainted when Flo 
started to push; Doc then excused himself as he went to inform the 
family of the arrival of their newest member. 


Poor Ramone was a nervous wreck. He had been pacing all around 
the room for the past 20 minutes or so after he had been escorted back 
the waiting room when he nearly threw up all over the place. He felt 
guilty for not being able to be there for his wife when she needed him. 
Though truth be told, he knew he wouldn’t be much help if he was 
passed out on the floor in a pool of his own vomit while his wife was 
delivering their child. 


“Tt’s alright, man,” Filmore spoke up, ‘trying’ to cheer up his friend, 
“So what if you’re a big baby, I’m sure Flo’s doing just fine without 


ya.” 
“Jee, thanks for the encouragement,” Ramone replied sarcastically. 


The Sheriff giggle as he reverted his attention back to the two 
children he was watching on the floor, now 4 year old Mater and 
going on 5 month old Lightning. Mater and Lightning were like two 
peas in a pod, as everyone would describe. It was hard to keep the two 
separated. They were playing on the floor, Lightning had just learned 
how to crawl and Mater was coaching him and trying to help. 


“Com geh yur bwanky Ligh-nin,” Mater said as he scooted away 
with his best friend’s favorite blanket, a soft red blanket with cars all 
over it that his Mama Flo had made for him. 


At first, Lightning looked at his toddler best friend like, ‘Why you 
take my blankey, Bro?’. But then that look turned into determination 
as he fixed his big blue eyes on the red fabric a few feet away. 


With all his strength that he could muster in his tiny body; 
Lightning lifted himself up on his arms and legs and slowly began to 
put one limb infront of the other, and slowly but surely, make his way 
towards his beloved blankey. 


24? 


“Look Papa,” Mater squealed excited, “He’s crawlin 
“C’mon, Ligh-in, you can du it!” Mater cheered. 


With every inch that he got closer, Lightning’s big blue eyes got 
brighter and bigger until the red fabric was just within his tiny grasp. 


With what must have seemed like every drop of determination he 
had left, little Lightning gave it one last push and finally managed to 
grasp his beloved blanket in his tiny fist. 


Upon making the equivalent of a life altering achievement to the 
five month old, the infant let out a shriek of excitement. Which was 
promptly met with congratulatory cheers from the anticipated adults 
in the room. 


“YAY!” Mater cried enthusiastically, clapping his little hands 
repeatedly, “U did it Ligh’nin! U did it!” 


“Congratulations Little Man,” the Sheriff cooed as he bent down to 
pick up the enthralled baby, “It won’t be long before you’re running 
around this place with Mater. You two will be giving Flo’s little one a 
run for their money.” 


As if on cue, Doc burst through the door into the waiting room of 
the clinic, with a smile from ear to ear on his face. 


“Tt’s a girl,” he happily announced to the awaiting crowd. 


The room immediately erupted into cheers of awws and excitement 
and rounds of congratulations to the newest father of the town, 
Ramone, who was in tears at the news of the delivery of his baby 
daughter. 


While everyone rushed off to see the new mother and child, the 
sheriff and Doc said for a few minutes in the waiting room. 


“Well, how are they?” the Sheriff asked Doc has he bent down to 
pick up his son off the floor. 


“Great, both are healthy and happy,” Doc said with a chuckle, 
“Well, Flo is. She’s gleaming, and daughter is screaming.” 


“T’m real happy for both of them,” the Sheriff said chuckling, “God 
knows how long they’ve been waiting to have a child finally.” 


“Yeah,” Doc said as he looked to his son who he was bouncing on 
his hip, “Were you a good boy while Daddy was busy?” 


“He was great!” the sheriff boasted, “He and Mater played, and he 
crawled a good 5 to 10 feet!” 


“You did!” Doc happily said, “And I missed it!” 
“Better luck next time, Doc,” the sheriff laughed. 


“Papa, I wanna go see teh baybeh,” Mater said as he tugged on the 
sheriff's pants leg. 


The sheriff giggled as he picked up his excited son, “C’mon, let’s go 
see y’all’s new baby sister.” 


“She’s soo cute, look at those cheeks!” Filmore cooed as he held the 
newborn baby in his arms all swaddled up. ‘She’s a whole lot bigger 
than Lightning was,’ he continued, “Lightning ’bout didn’t get this big 
when he was two months old.” 


“That’s just baby fat, she’ll grow out of it,” Sarge replied. 
“Did y’all decide on a name yet?” Filmore asked the new parents. 
“Sarah,” Flo tiredly replied, “My little princess.” 


“But we'll probably call her Sally,” Ramone added, “My 
grandmother was called Sally-Mae by my grandfather.” 


“Awww,” Filmore said, “Sally, that’s cute!” 


“But then again, my grandfather also called my grandmother a 
blood sucking witch too, so...” 


“Knock knock,” Doc said as he opened the door into the packed 
room, “How are mother and child?” 


“Exhausted,” Flo said happily. 


“T can imagine, especially after a birth like that,” Doc said walking 
over to the newborn baby, who was now resting back in her mother’s 
arms. 


“See Lightning, that’s your new baby sister...” 
“Sally” 
“Sally,” Doc added after he stammered for just a moment. 


“Papa, she’s fat!” Mater blurted out once he got a good look at the 
newborn. 


“Mater!” the sheriff had to hold back a few giggles, unlike the rest 
of crowd who had given away to rounds of laughter and giggles, as he 
reprimanded his son, “That’s not nice, she’s just a baby.” 


“Ligh-nin’s jus’ a baybeh too n he wha’n tha’ big,” Mater replied 
with all the honesty that his limited vocabulary would allow him. 


“What did I tell you about talking back?” the sheriff said in a firmer 
voice. 


“Well it ain tal’kin bac’ if it’s twu, Papa,” Mater replied. 


The sheriff could only shake his head and join everyone in the 
room in the laughter at the wisdom no 3 year old should possess. 


Meanwhile, baby Lightning gave the new baby a slightly puzzled 
look bundled up thing in his mama’s arms. His five month old brain 
couldn’t at all comprehend it, and he was curious about the thing that 
was now getting what was all of HIS attention. 


Doc leaned down where Lightning could get a better look at her, 
when the newborn let out a sudden wail that scared Lightning, 
causing him to cry out in his own wail as he recoiled in his father’s 
arms. 


“What’s wrong did Sally scare you?” Doc gently said over the two 
crying babies. 

“T think they scared themselves,” the sheriff said. 

As the both Flo and Doc tried to calm their babies down, no one 


then had realized that with their newest and final addition, their tiny 
town was complete for years to come. 


